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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This little work has been undertaken chiefly 
from a desire to place in the hands of young per- 
sons specimens of good poetry, free from those 
felse sentiments by wHch so many of our first 
poets have marred the beauty of their produc- 
tions. 

The 'roEGET me not^ boasts of nothing 
original — the Compiler is no poet, unless he may 
claim the title on the authority of Byron, when 
he says, 

*• Many are poets who have never penn'd 
Their inspiration." 

It has been f oxmOi T^\)aet ^ ^s:Scl^^^ \a^«w\s^ 
gratify taste, and at \ke ^«ai^ "^^^^^ "^ ^^^^^^^ 



ADVEETISEMENT. 

the desired character of the volume"; especially 
as the alteration of a liiie or word has been care- 
Mly avoided, and poems which by this means 
would have been rendered admissible, have been 
rather excluded. 

How far true poetical taste'and sound judg- 
ment have been exercised in this work, must be 
left to an impartial public to judge ; but if some 
few "gentle hearts cherish, and lofty minds ap- 
prove/^ the Compiler wiU feel himself amply 
compensated for his pains. 
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What is life ? 'tis a deKcate shell 
Thrown up by eternit/s flow, 

On time's bank of quicksand to dwell, 
And a moment its loveliness show. 

Gbne back to its element grand. 

Is the billow that htou^cA) \^ ^-^ ^ca^^\ 

See, another is waalom^XXxa ^\?t«oA., 
And the beautiMi ^\i^'Si ^a \vo Ts^cit&- 
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IN LEAF. 

Green thou art, obscurely green. 
Meanest plant among the mean ! 

From the dust 1 took my birth ; 
Tkou, too, art a child of earth ; 
/ aspire not to be great ; 
Scorn not thou my low estate ; 
Time will come when thou shalt see 
Honour crown humility. 
Beauty set her seal on me. 

IN flower. 

Blue thou art, intensely blue. 
Flower, whence came thy dazzling h 

When I openM first mine eye. 
Upward glancing to the sky. 
Straightway from the firmament 
Was the sapphire brilliance sent. 
Brighter glory wouldst tAou share, 
^o what I did, — ^look \rp therey 
What I could not, — look mtV ^^^^ 
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36irk 

THE CUCKOO. 

Why art thou always welcome, lonely bird ? 

— ^The heart grows young again when I am heard ; 
Nor in my double note the magic lies. 
But in the fields, the woods, the streams and skies. 

THE SPAREOW. 

Sparrow, the gun is levelled, quit that wall. 
— ^Without the will of heaven, I cannot fall. 

THE CHAFFINCH. 

Stand still a moment ! 

— Spare your idle words, 
Fm the perpetual mobile of birds ; 
My days are running, rippling, twittering streams. 
When fast asleep Fm all afloat in dreams. 

THE COCK. 

Who taught thee, chanticleer, to count the clock ? 
— ^Nay, who taught man that lesson but the cock ? 
Long before wheels and beUs had leamM to chime, 
I told the steps unseen, unheard, of time. 

THE JACK-DAW. 

Canst thou remember that unlucky day. 

When all thy peacock plumes Nvet^ ^^^t;^^ *k«'«V^. 

— Bemember it ? believe me, t\v«X,\ e«».. 

With right good cause, for 1 N«r«c& tKeu ^ tsn»s\\ 
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And for my folly, by a wise old law, 

Stript, whipt, tarred, feathered, tuni'd into a daw : 

— ^Pray, how d^ye like my answer ? Caw, caw, caw ! 

THE BAT. 

What shall I call thee, — ^bird, or beast, or neither ? 
— Just what you will ; Fm rather both than either. 
Much like the season when I whirl my flight. 
The dusk of evening, — neither day nor night. 

BOOKS. 

What means that riot in your citadel ? 
Be honest, peaceable, like brethren dwell. 
— How, while we live so near to man, can life 
Be any thing but knavery, noise, and strife ? 

THE PEACOCK. 

Peacock ! of idle beauty, why so vain ? 

— ^And art tAou humble, who hast no proud train ? 

It is not vanity, but nature's part 

To shew, by me, the cunning of Aer art. 

THE PHEASANT. 

Pheasant, forsake the country, come to town ; 
Fll warrant thee a place beneath the crown. 
— ^No ; not to roost upon the throne, would I 
Renounce the woods, the mountains, and the sky. 

THE MAGPIE. 

Magpie, and thou hast leam'd by rote to speak 
^ords without meaning through thy uncooth beak. 
T" ^ords have I learn' d ? and mt\iou\. m^«a£Ci%\j?«i ^. 
> wonder, sir, for I was taug\vt\>i ^wi. 
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THE STORK. 

Stork, why were human virtues given to thee? 
— ^That human beings might resemble me ; 
Kind to my offspring, to my partner true. 
And duteous to my parents, — ^what are you ? 

THE EAGLE. 

Art thou the king of birds, proud eagle, say ? 
— ^I am ; my talons and my beak bear sway ; 
A greater king than I, if thou wouldst be. 
Govern thy tongue, but let thy thoughts be free. 

VULTUEES. 

Abominable harpies, spare the dead. 
— ^We only clear the field which man has spread; 
On which should heaven its hottest vengeance rain ? 
You slay the living, we but strip the slain. 

THE BIELD OF FABADISE. 

The bird of paradise ! 

— ^That name I bear. 
Though I am nothing but a bird of air : 
Thou art a child of earth, and yet to thee. 
Lost and recovered paradise is tree : 
Oh ! that such glory were reserved for me ! 

THE OSTRICH. 

Hast thou expeff d the mother from thy breast. 
And to the desert^s mercies left thy nest ? 
— ^Ah ! no, the mother in me knows her part •, 
Yon glorious sun is wara^et >i\vauTi my ^ssRfi^^ 
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Jiigllt. 

Night is the time for rest, 

How sweet when labours close. 

To gather round an aching breast 
The curtain of repose ; 

Stretch the tired limbs, and lay the head 

Upon our own delightful bed. 

Night is the time for dreams, 

The gay romance of life ; 
When truth that is and truth that seems. 

Blend in fantastic strife. 
Ah ! visions less beguiling far 
Than waking dreams by day-light are. 

Night is the time for toil. 

To plough the classic field ; 
Intent to find the buried spoil. 

Its wealthy farrows yield : 
Till aU is ours that sages taught. 
That poets sang, or heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep- 
To wet with unseen tears 

Those graves of memory, where sleep 
The joys of other years ; 

Hopes that were angels in their birth, 

Sut 6nish'i young, like things on earth ! 



Night is the time to watc\i 
On ocean's dark expanse, 
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To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The fall moon^s earliest glance. 
That brings into the home-sick mind 
All we have loved, and left behind. 

Night is the time for care. 

Brooding on hours mispent; 
To see the spectre of despair 

Come to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus, 'midst his slumbering host 
Startled by Csesar^s stalwart ghost. 

Night is the time to muse — 

Then from the eye the soul 
Takes flight, and with expanding views. 

Beyond the starry pole 
Descries, athwart the abyss of night, 
The dawn of uncreated light ! 

Night is the time to pray— 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away ; 

SowiUhisfoUowersdo; 
Steal through the tlirong to haunts untrod. 
And hold communion with their God. 

Night is the time for death; 

When all around is peace. 
Calmly to yield the weary breath. 

Prom sin and suffetm^ e,^"aafc \ 
Think of heaven's \>^a^, «aS.^^^^>^ 
To parting frienaa— «vxfiV ?i.^«fic.>^^^«sssv^ . 
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^dJb. 



Pbiend after friend departs. 
Who hath not lost a friend ? 

There is no union here of hearts. 
That finds not here an end ; 

Were this frail world our only rest. 

Living or dying none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time. 
Beyond this vale of death. 

There surely is some blessed clime. 
Where life is not a breath ; 

Nor lifers affections, transient fire. 

Whose sparks fly upward to expire. 

There is a world above. 
Where parting is unknown ; 

A whole eternity of love. 
Formed for the good alone ; 

And faith beholds the dying here. 

Translated to that happy sphere. 

Thus star by star decHnes, 
TiU all are passed away. 
As morning high and higher shines 
To pure and perfect day ; 
Not sink those stars in em^t^ ^^^^> 
The/ bide themselves in H^a^ersL^ o^ 
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Who loves not spring's voluptuous hours. 
The carnival of birds and flowers? 
Yet who would choose, however dear. 
That spring should revel all the year P 
Who loves not summer's splendid reign, 
The bridal of the earth and main ? 
Yet who would choose, however bright, 
A dog-day noon without a night? 
Who loves not autumn's joyous roimd. 
When com, and wine, and oil abound P 
Yet who would choose, however gay, 
A year of imrenewed decay P 
Who loves not winter's awful form P 
The sphere-bom music of the storm P 
Yet who would choose, how grand soever. 
The shortest d»y to last for ever ? 



HiGHEB, higher will we climb. 

Up the mount of glory. 
That our names may live through time^ 

In our country^ «k\«t^ \ 
Happy, when Ta^et ^di-ax^ eaS^^, 
He who conquers, Ve ^Vo i^^- 
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Deeper, deeper let us toil 
In the mines of knowledge ; 

Nature's wealth and learning s spoil. 
Win from school and college ; 

Delve we there for richer gems 

Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward may we press. 
Through the path of duty. 

Virtue is true happiness. 
Excellence true beauty ; 

Minds are of celestial birth. 

Make we then a heaven of earth. 

Closer, closer let us knit 
Hearts and hands together. 

Where our fireside comforts sit. 
In the wildest weather : 

Oh ! they wander wide, who roam 

For the joys of life from home. 

Nearer, dearer bands of love. 
Draw our souls in union. 

To our father's home above. 
To the saint's communion : 

Thither ev'ry hope ascend. 

There may all our troubles end. 
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WOKDSWORTH. 



€n tiff Saistf. 

Bright flower, whose home is every where ! 

A pilgrim bold in nature^s care. 

And all the long year through the heir 

Of joy or sorrow, 
Methinks that there abides in thee 
Some concord with humanity. 
Given to no other flower I see 

The forest thorough ! 

Is it that man is soon deprest ? 

A thoughtless thing ! who, once unblest. 

Does little on his memory rest. 

Or on his reason. 
And thou wouldst teach him how to find 
A shelter under every wind, 
A hope for times that are unkind 

And every season ? 

Thou wanderest the wide world about. 
Unchecked by pride or scrupulous doubt. 
With friends to greet thee, or without. 

Yet pleased and willing ; 
Meek, yielding to the occasion's call. 
And all things suffering from all, 
Thy function aposto\ica\. 

In peace fmfifimg. 
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She was a phantom of delight 
When first she gleamed upon my sight ; 
A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament ; 
Her eyes as stars of twilight fair ; 
Like twilight's, too, her dusky hair ; 
But all things else about her drawn 
From May-time and the cheerful dawn ; 
A dancing shape, an image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and way-lay. 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A spirit, yet a woman too ! 

Her household motions Ught and free. 

And steps of virgin Hberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smile 

And now I see with eye serene. 
The very pulse of the machine ; 
A being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A traveller betwixt life and death ; 
The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill, 
A perfect woman, nobly planned. 
To warn, to comfort, and command ; 
And jet a spirit still, and\)T\^^ 
Wj^h something of an ang^^^^* 
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€n a liglilonJr #irl. 

AT INVEE8NKYDE, UPON LOCH LOMOMD. 

Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower 

Of beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

Twice seven consenting years have shed 

Their utmost bounty on thy head : 

And these gray rocks ; this household lawn ; 

These trees, a veil just half withdrawn ; 

This fall of water, that doth make 

A murmer near the silent lake ; 

This little bay; a quiet road 

That holds in shelter thy Abode — 

In truth together ye do seem 

Like sometliing fashioned in a dream ; 

Such forms as from their covert peep 

When earthly cares are laid asleep ! 

Yet, dream and vision as thou art, 

I bless thee with a human heart : 

God shield thee to thy latest years ! 

I neither know thee nor thy peers ; 

And yet my eyes are fiUed with tears. 

With earnest feeling I shall pray 

For thee when I am far away : 

For never saw I mien, or face. 

In which more plainly I could trace 

Benignity and home-bred sense 

Ripening in perfect iimocevie.^. 

Here scattered, like a xaiv^otQ. ^fe^^> 

Bemote from men, t\io\x dio^^ x^<2\> ^^eS^ 
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The embarrassM look of shy distress. 
And maidenly shamefacedness : 
Thou wear^st upon thy forehead clear 
The freedom of a mountaineer. 
A face with gladness overspread ! 
Sweet looks by human kindness bred ! 
And seemliness complete, that sways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays ; 
With no restraint, but such as springs 
Prom quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts, that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech : 
A bondage sweetly brook'd, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life ! 
So have I, not unmoved in mind. 
Seen birds of tempest-loving kind. 
Thus beating up against the wind. 

"What hand but would a garland cull 
For thee who art so beautiful ? 
Oh happy pleasure ! here to dwell 
Beside thee in some heathy dell ; 
Adopt your homely ways and dress, 
A Shepherd, thou a Shepherdess ! 
But I could frame a wish for thee 
More Uke a grave reality : 
Thou art to me but as a wave 
Of the wild sea : and I would have 
Some claim upon thee, if 1 covM, 
Though but of common. iiei^ftfeo>oi\LO<i^, 
What joy to hear thee, and to «.^\ 
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Thy elder Brother I would be. 
Thy Father, any thing to thee ! 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its grace 

Hath led me to this lonely place. 

Joy have I had; and going hence 

I bear away my recompence. 

In spots like these it is we prize 

Our memory, feel that she hath eyes : 

Then, why should I be loath to stir P 

I feel this place was made for her ; 

To give new pleasure like the past. 

Continued long as life shall last. 

Nor am I loath, though pleased at heart. 

Sweet Highland Girl ! from thee to part ; 

For I^ methinks, till I grow old. 

As fair before me shall behold. 

As I do now, the cabin small. 

The lake, the bay, the waterfall; 

And Thee, the spirit of them all ! 

The Sim has long been set. 

The stars are out by twos and threes. 
The little birds are piping yet 

Among the bushes and the trees ; 
There^s a cuckoo, and one or two thrushes. 
And a noise of wind that rushes. 
And a sound of water that gushes^ 
And the cuckoo's aoveie^^ cr^ 
Fills all the koUoTi^ oi ^iXie ^i- 
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Who would ''go parading 
In London, ''and masquerading. 
On such a night of June 
With that beautiful soft half-moon. 
And all these innocent blisses. 
On such a night as this is ? 



I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills. 

When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils ; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 

Ten thousand dancing in the breeze. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee : — 

A poet could not but be gay 

In such a laughing company ; 

I gazed — ^and gazed — ^but little thought 

What wealth to me the shew had brought : 

For oft when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude. 
And then my heart with pleaswie ffi\s, 
And dances yrith. the daffodils. 
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Up with me I up with me into the clouds ! 

For thy song. Lark, is strong ; 
Up with me, up with me into the clouds ! 

Singing, singing 
With all the heavens about thee ringing, 

Lift me, guide me till I find 
That spot which seems so to thy mind ! 

I have walked through wildernesses dreary. 

And to-day my heart is weary ; 

Had I now the wings of a Faery, 

Up to thee would I fly. 

There is madness about thee, and joy divine 

In that song of thine ; 
Up with me, up with me, high and high. 
To thy banqueting-place in the sky ! 
Joyous as morning. 
Thou art laughing and scorning; 
Thou hast a nest, for thy love and thy rest : 
And, though little troubled with sloth. 
Drunken Lark ! thou would'st be loth 
To be such a Traveller as I. 

Happy, happy liver ! 
With a soul as strong as a mountain river. 
Pouring out praise to the Almighty Giver, 
Joy and jollity be with us both ! 
Hearing thee, or else some other. 
As merry a Brother, 
I on the earth will go plodSixi^ otv, 
£jr myself, cheerfully, tid t^ie d^^ Ns 2^^^^- 
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Wxjiku in 3Siirr{f; 



WHILE RESTING ON THE BRIDGE AT THE FOOT 01 
BROTHER'S WATER. 

The cock is crowing. 

The stream is flowmg. 

The small birds twitter. 

The lake doth glitter. 
The green field sleeps in the sun ; 

The oldest and yonngest 

Axe at work with the strongest ; 

The cattle are grazing. 

Their heads never raising ; 
There are forty feeding like one ! 

Like an army defeated 

The snow hath retreated. 

And now doth fare ill 

On the top of the bare hill ; 
The plough-boy is whooping — ^anon — ai 

There's joy in the mountains ; 

There's life in the fountains ; 

Small clouds are sailing. 

Blue sky prevailing; 
The rain is over and gcmfc** 
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d!) Sig^iiigclt 

Nightingale ! thou surely art 
A Creature of a fiery heart : — 

Those notes of thine — they pierce and pierce ; 

Tumultuous harmony and fierce I 

Thou sing'st as if the God of wine 

Had helped thee to a Valentine ; 

A song in mockery and despite 

Of shades, and dews, and silent Night ; 

And steady bliss, and all the loves 

Now sleeping in these peaceful Groves. 

1 heard a Stock-dove sing or say 
His homely tale, this very day. 
His voice was buried among trees. 
Yet to be come at by the breeze : 

He did not cease ; but coo'd — and coo'd ; 
And somewhat pensively he woo'd : 
He sang of love with quiet blending. 
Slow to begin, and never ending; 
Of serious faith and inward glee ; 
That was the Song — ^the Song for me ! 

A SIMPLE child. 

That lightly draws its breath, 
And feels its life in evexrj \mJa, 
What should it know oi dL^eaflcL^ 
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I met a little cottage girl : 
She was eight years old she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That clustered round her head. 

She had a rustic^ woodland air^ 
And she was wildly clad : 
Her eyes were fair, and very fair; 
— Her beauty made me glad» 

*^ Sisters and brothers, little Maid, 
How many may you be ?'' 
^'How many? Seven in all/^ she said. 
And wondering looked at me. 

*'A.nd where are they ? I pray you tell. 
She answered, ^' Seven are we; 
And two of us at Conway dwell. 
And two are gone to sea : 

Two of us in the church-yard lie, 
My sister and my brother ; 
And in the church-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother. 

^^You say that two at Conway dwell. 
And two are gone to sea. 
Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you tell. 
Sweet Maid, how this may be?^' 

Then did the little Maid reply, 
'^iSeven boys and girls are we ; 
Two of us in the cTtraic^L-^ati^i^, 
Beneath the church-yaTd tiee," 



f> 



» 
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"You run about, my Kttle maid. 
Your limbs they are alive ; 
If two are in the church-yard laid. 
Then ye are only five/' 

"Their graves are green, they may be seen,'' 
The little Maid replied, 
'^Twelve steps or more from my mother's door, 
And they are side by side. 

My stockings there I often knit, 
My kerchief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I sit — 
I sit and sing to thenu 

And often after sun-set. Sir, 
When it is light and fair, 
I take my little porringer. 
And eat my supper there. 

The first that died was little Jane ; 
In bed she moaning lay, 
Till God released her of her pain ; 
And then she went away. 

So in the church-yard she was laid ; 
And when the grass was dry. 
Together round her grave we played. 
My brother John and I. 

And when tlie ground was white with snow, 
And I could run and slide, 
M/ brotlier John was ioxobti \.^ ^^^ 
And he lies by hex ^Aa" 
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'^How many are you then/^ said I, 
If they two are in Heaven ?^' 
The little Maiden did reply, 
"O Master ! we are seven/^ 

"But they are dead; those two are dead ! 
Their spirits are in Heaven ?^^ 
'Twas throAviug words away : for still 
The little Maid would have her will. 
And said, "Nay, we are seven V 



MOOKE. 



Alas — ^how light a cause may move 

Dissension between hearts that love ! 

Hearts that the world in vain has tried. 

And sorrow but more closely tied ; 

That stood the storm, when waves were rough. 

Yet in a sunny hour fall ojQF, 

Like ships, that have gone down at sea. 

When heaven was all tranquility ! 

A something light as air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken — 
Oh ! love, that tempests never shook, 
A breath, a toucb. AiYe t^iSs^vas ^^^\^, 
And ruder words wiH soon Tw^m 
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To spread the breach that words begin ; 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtsMp's smiling day ; 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining, one by one. 
The sweetnesses of love are gone. 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow, 

As though its waters ne'er could sever. 
Yet, ere it reach the plains below. 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever ! 
Oh you, that have the charge of Love, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 
As in the Pields of Bliss above 

He sits, with flowerets fettered round : — 
Loose not a tie that round him clings. 
Nor ever let him use his wings ; 
For even an hour, a minute's flight 
"Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird, — whose nest 

Is found below far Eastern skies, — 
Whose wings, though radiant when at rest. 

Lose all their glory when he flies I 

Some difference, of this dangerous kind, — 
By which, though light, the links that bind 
The fondest hearts may soon be riven ; 
Some shadow in love' a suTometV^^^^^ 
Wbicb^ though a fleecy s^ecJs. ^\» ^^^> 
May yet in awful tlmndex \i\xt^\>. 
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Those evening bells^ those evening belb. 
How many a tale tib^eir music tells 
Of youth, and home^ and that sweet time. 
When last I heard their soothing chime I 

Those joyous hours are past away. 
And many a heart, that then was gay. 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 
And hears no more those evening bells. 

And so Hwill be, when I am gone 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
While other bards shall walk these dells. 
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells \ 



9n tife 3ftiiniittg rf tik. 

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknc 
And its pleasures in all their new lustre begij 
When we live in a bright beaming world of our 
And the light that surrounds us is all from wi 
Oh, it is not, believe me, in that happy time 
We can love, as in hours of less transpo 
may;— 
^our smUe8, of our hopes 't\s\Xie ^^ ^voscl^ 
^ut affection is warmest wVvea Wifc^fc i^^^ 



THE FORGET ME NOT. 2i5 

When we see the first glory of youth pass us by. 

Like a leaf on the stream that will never return ; 
When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure 
so high. 

First tastes of the otAer, the dark flowing urn ; 
Then, then is the moment affection can sway 

With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 
Love, nursed among pleasures, is faithless as they. 

But the Love, bom of Sorrow, like Sorrow is true ! 

In cKmes full of sunshine, tho^ splendid their dyes. 

Yet faint is the odour the floVrs shed about ; 
^Tis the clouds and the mists of our own weeping 
skies. 

That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 
So the wild glow of passion may kindle from mirth. 

But 'tis only in grief true affection appears ; — 
And, ev'n tho' to smiles it may first owe its birth. 

All the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears ! 



Mtamu. 



Go, wing thy flight from star to star. 
From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of aU the s^\sssfc^^ 
And multiply eaxik ftviovs^!^ c^Sl^^'^"^'^^*^'* ^^ 

One minute oi TieweiiV^^^^^^^^'^' 
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Therb^s a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stream. 

And the nightingale sings round it all the day 
long ; 
In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet 
dream. 

To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 
That bower and its music I never forget. 

But oft when alone in the bloom of the year, 
I think — ^is the nightingale singing there yet ? 

Are the roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer ? 

No, the roses soon withered that hung o'er the wave. 
But some blossoms were gathered while freshly 
they shone. 
And a dew was distill'd from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was 
gone. 
Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies. 

An essence that breathes of it many a year ; 
Thus bright to my soul, as 'twas then to my eyes. 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bende- 
meer ! 

M tlint'3 hrigjit mmA kh. 

All that's bright must fade, 
The brightest still the fleetest. 
All thafs sweet was made 
But to be lost wlveii sweete^X.. 
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Stars that shine and fall. 

The flow'r that droops in springing, 
These alas ! are types of all 

To which our hearts are clinging. 

Who would seek or prize 

Delights that end in aching ? 
Who would trust to ties 

That erery hour are breaking ? 



BYRON. 



%]ilxtm tn tlif (^nm. 



There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore. 

There is society where none intrudes. 
By the deep sea, and music in its roar : 
I love not man the less, but nature more. 

Prom these our interviews, in which I steal. 
From all I may be, or have b«€SG.V5iR&ss&^ 

To mingle with the \MKwet^^, «c.^'v«S!i 
What I can ne'ei ex.TOes.^, ^^\,^«ca.^^^^'=^ 



TH£ FOSQEI HE NOT. 



PROM THE PaiSONER OF CHILIOM. 



I MADE a footing in the wall. 

It was not therefrom to escape, 
Tor I had buried one and all, 

Wto loved me in a hiunan shape ; 
And the whole earth would henceforth be 
A wider prison unto me : 
No child — no sire — no kin had I, 
No partner in my mise^ ; 
I thought of this, and I was glad. 
For thought of them had made me mad ; 
But I was curious to ascend 
To my barr'd windows, and to bend 
Once more, upon the mountains high. 
The quiet of a loving eye. 

I saw them — and they were the same. 
They were not changed like me in frame; 
I saw theii thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below, 
And the blue Ehone in fullest flow ; 
I heard the torrents leap and gush 
Cer channell'd rock and broken bush j 
I saw the white wall'd distant town. 
And whiter sails go skimmiue down ; 
And then there was a littJe ide, 
Which in my very face d\4 amifi, 
J7ie m,lv on« in vipw ■_ 
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A small green isle, it seemM no more^ 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor. 
But in it there were three tall trees. 
And o'er it blew the mountain breeze, 
And by it there were waters flowing. 
And on it there were young flowers growing, 

Of gentle breath £»id hue. 
The flsh swam by the castle wall. 
And they seemed joyous each and all ; 
The eagle rode the rising blasts 
Methought he never flew so fast 
As then to me he seemed to fly. 
And then new tears came in my eye. 
And I felt troubled — and would fain 
I had not left my recent chain ; 
And when I did descend again. 
The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load ; 
It was as is a new-dug grave. 
Closing o'er one we sought to save. 
And yet my glance, too much opprest. 
Had almost need of such a rest. 

It might be months, or years, or days, 

I kept no count— I took no note, 
I had no hopes my eyes to raise. 

And clear them of their dreary mote ; 
At last men came to set me free, 

I ask'd not why, and reckM not where. 
It was at length the saxa^ \.o \Ckfc> 
lettered or fetterless to \ie, 

I leam'd to love Aea^m- 
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And thus when tliey appeat*!! at last. 
And all my bonds aside were cast, 
These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage — and all my own ! 
And half I felt as they were come 
To tcM" me from a second home : 
With spiders I had friendship made. 
And watch'd them in their sullen trade. 
Had aeen the mice by moonlight play. 
And why should I feel less than they P 
We were all inmates of one place. 
And I, the monarch of each race. 
Had power to kill — ^yet, strange to tell ! 
In quiet we had leam'd to dwell — 
My very chains and I grew friends. 
So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are : — even I 
Hegain'd my freedom with a sigh. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell. 

To slowly trace the foresf s shady scene 
Where things that own not man's dominion dwell. 

And mortal foot hath ne'er, or rarely been ; 

To chmb the trackless mountain all unseen, 

"With the wild flock that never needs a fold; 

Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 

TIu's is not solitude ; 'tis bvA \a \idl4 

Converse with. Nature's cUaima, aa& nSsw Via 
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But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men. 

To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess. 
And roam along the world^s tired denizen. 

With none to bless us, none whom we can bless; 

Minions of pleasure shrinking from distress I 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 

If we were not would seem to smile the less. 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought and sued. 
This is to be alone; this, this is solitude ! 



The Assyrian came down like the woK on the fold. 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the 

sea. 
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is 

green. 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen ; 
Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath 

blown; 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

!Por the Angel of Death spread hk nh\sv^ 'cs^'^s^r. 

blast, ^ 

And breath^ on tKe iace oi iVe i^^ ^^V^-^-^^^^' 
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And the eyes of the sleepers waxM deadly and chill. 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew 
stilL 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide. 
But through it there roff d not thjB breath of his 

pride; 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf. 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale. 
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail : 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail ; 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the 

sword. 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord. 
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BARTON. 



Where burns the loved hearth brightest, 

Cheering the social breast ? 
Where beats the fond heart lightest. 

Its humble hopes possessed ? 
Where is the smile of sadness. 

Of meek-eyed patience bom. 
Worth more than those of gladness. 

Which mirth's bright cheek adorn ? 
Pleasure is marked by fleetness 

To those who ever roam, 
While grief itself has sweetness 

At Home, dear Home ! 

There blend the ties that strengthen 

Our hearts in hours of grief. 
The silver Links that lengthen 

Jo/s visits, when most brirf; 
There eyes in all their splendour 

Are vocal to the heart. 
And glances, gay and tender, 

Presh eloquence impart ; 
Then dost thou sigh for pleasure ? 

Oh do not wildly roam ! 
But seek that hidden, tteasvafe 

At Home, dear H.oiaie\ 
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Does pure religion charm thee 

Far more than aught below ? 
Wouldst thou that she should arm thee 

Against the hour of woe ? 
Thiii not she dwelleth only 

In temples made for prayer, 
For home itself is lonely 

Unless her smiles be there. 
The devotee may falter, 

The bigot blindly roam. 
If worshipless her altar 

At Home, dear Home ! 

Love over it presideth. 

With meek and watchful awe ; 
Its daily service guideth. 

And shows its perfect law ; 
If there thy faith shall fail thee. 

If there no shrine be found. 
What can thy prayers avail thee. 

With kneeling crowds around P 
Gk) leave thy gift unoffered 

Beneath religion^s dome. 
And be her first fruits proffered 

At Home, dear Home ! 



► 



THE FORGET MB NOT. 37 



Dost thou not love, in the season of spring. 

To twine thee a flowery wreath. 
And to see the beautiful birch-tree fling 

Its shade on the grass beneath ? 
Its glossy leaf, and its silvery stem ; 
Oh ! dost thou not love to look on them ? 

And dost thou not love, when leaves are greenest, 

And summer has just begun. 
When in the silence of moonlight thou leanest. 

Where glist^ning^ waters run. 
To see, by that gentle and peaceful beam. 
The willow bend down to the sparkling stream ? 

And, oh ! in a lovely autumnal day. 
When leaves are changing before thee. 

Do not nature's charms, as they slowly decay. 
Shed their own mild influence o'er thee ? 

And hast thou not felt, as thou stood'st to gaze, 

The touching lesson such scene displays ? 

It should be thus at an age like thine ; 

And it has been thus with me ; 
When the freshness of feeling and heart were mine, 

As they never more can be : 
Yet think not I ask thee to ^^t"^ \k^ ViV, 
Perhaps I see beauty wkeie tJciaw. &i^^ ^^* 
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Hast thou seen, in winter^s stormiest day. 

The trunk of a blighted oak. 
Not dead, but sinking in slow decay. 

Beneath time's resistless stroke. 
Round which a luxuriant Ivy had grown. 
And wreathed it with verdure no longer its own P 

Perchance thou hast seen this sight, and then. 

As I, at thy years might do. 
Passed carelessly by, nor turned again 

That scathed wreck to view : 
But now I can draw, from that mouldering tree. 
Thoughts which are soothing and dear to me. 

O smile not ! nor think it a worthless thing. 

If it be with instruction fraught ; 
That which will closest and longest cling. 

Is alone worth a serious thought ! 
Should aught be unlovely which thus can shed 
Grace on the dying, and leaves not the dead ? 

Now, in thy youth, beseech of Him 

Who giveth, upbraiding not. 
That his light in thy heart become not dim. 

And liis love be unforgot ; 
And thy God, in the darkest of days, will be 
(ireenness, and beauty, and strength to thee ! 
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All hail to thee ! radiaut ruler of night ! 
Shedding round thee thy soft, and thy silvery Kght; 
Now touching the hill tops, now threading the vale. 
Oh ! who can behold thee, nor bid thee all hail ? 

The monarch of day more majestic may be. 
When he rises in pomp on the verge of the sea ; 
When, the clouds that have curtainM him slowly 

undrawn. 
His magnificence scatters the mists of the morn. 

His glory at noon may be greater than thine ; 
More splendid and glowing his evening decline. 
When the hues of the rainbow illumine the west, 
And millions of happy birds sing him to rest. 

But not in his rise, in his zenith, nor even 
When his parting eflFulgence irradiates half heaven; 
Though grand and majestic his glory be shown. 
Does he shine with a loveliness sweet as thy own. 

The pleasures, the cares, and the business of life 
Are ever with calm contemplation at strife. 
And, absorVd in our selfish pursuits, we forget 
The sun and his glories, till after he^s set. 

But thou comest forth when the stir is subsiding. 
Like an angel of light through the clear heavens 

gliding ; 
As if io remind us ere sinking to t^%\.. 
Of worlds more delightful, oi \iem?,^ xc^ot^^^^'^'^ 
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Through the path which thy Maker has traced thee 
on high. 

Thou walkest, in silence, across the vast sky ; 

Suns and worlds scattered round thee, though bril- 
liant they be. 

Appear but like humble attendants on thee. 

All silent thyself ! yet that stillness appears 
The signal for music, as sweet as the tears 
That the dews of the night o'er the landscape distil. 
Which, seen by thy bright beams, are lovelier still. 

Tor the softest of sounds shed their harmony round. 
More musical far in a calm so profound. 
The murmur of brooks, and the nightingale's song. 
And the sigh of the breeze, sweeping gently along. 

These alone form thy orchestra ; yet, in the hour 
Of thy pensive dominion, and heart-touching power. 
Their exquisite magic seems fraught with a tone. 
To the music of gaudier day-light unknown. 

Eoll on then, thou radiant ruler of night j 
Exult in thy empire, rejoice in thy light ; 
Over mountain and vaUey, o'er ocean and isle. 
Pour down thy soft splendour, and lavish thy smile, 

For thy splendour, undazzling, and touchingly 

sweet. 
Is one that ev'n sorrow serenely can greet ; 
Audi tJij smile, glistening bright on each dew-drop 
appears 
Bringing hope from on laigb., ioiioiii^ x^Yo^i^^%\sv 
tears. 
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COWPEK. 



liiraiiD Jhax\it\. 



Weak and irresolute is man ; 

The purpose of to-day, 
Woven with pains into his plan 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring. 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But passion rudely snaps the string. 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent, 

Finds out his weaker part ; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But Pleasure wins the heart. 

'Tis here the folly of the wise 

Through aU his art we view ; 
And while his tongue \ke c!ft»x^<& ^^ssssa.^ 

His conscience ovfiis \1 Xxxj^e, 
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Bound on a voyage of awful length. 

And dangers little known, 
A. stranger to superior strength, — 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But strength alone can ne'er prevail 

To reach the distant coast; 
The breath of Heaven must swell the sail. 

Or all the toil is lost. 



(CnmraiiDinD tritjf Mtmm. 



When one who holds communion with the skies. 
Has filled his um where the pure waters rise. 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
'Tis even as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide. 
And tells us whence his treasure is supplied. 
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Oh, for a lodge in some vast wilderness. 
Some boundless contiguity of shade. 
Where rumour of oppression and deceit. 
Of unsuccessful or successful war. 
Might never reach me more ! My ear is pained. 
My soul is sick with ev^ry day's report 
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is fillM, 
There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart ; 
It does not feel for man. The natural bond 
Of brotherhood is sever'd, as the flax 
That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 
He finds his fellow guilty of a skin 
Not coloured like his own ; and having power 
T'enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause 
Dooms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 
Lands intersected by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other, mountains interposed. 
Make enemies of nations, who had else. 
Like kindred drops, been mingled into one. 
Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 
And worse than all, and most to be deplor'd. 
As human nature's broadest, foulest blot. 
Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes, that Mercy, with a bleeding heart. 
Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man ! And what man seeing this. 
And having human feelings does not hbisk 
And hang his head, to t\L\TJ^\xffaa»^ ^^«i!s»^. 
I would not have a slave tc> ^iJ^xccj ^^sos^^-* 
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To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 

That sinews bought and sold have ever earned. 

No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 

Just estimation, prizM above all price ; 

I had much rather be myseK the slave. 

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 

We have no slaves at home — ^then why abroad P 

And they themselves once ferried o'er the wave 

That part us, are emancipate and loosed. 

Slaves cannot breathe in England : if their lungs 

Receive our air, that moment they are free ; 

They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 

That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 

And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 

And let it circulate through ev'ry vein 

Of all your empire; that where Britain's power 

Is felt, mankind may feel her Mercy too. 



The rose had been washed, just washed in a shower 

Which Mary to Anna conveyed, 
The plentiful moisture incumbered the flower. 

And weighed down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet. 
And it seemed to a fanciful view, 
To weep for the buds it had \e&. m\\i x^«t, 
On the Nourishing bush ^ete it gtev . 
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I hastily seized it^ unfit as it was^ 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drowned. 

And swinging it rudely, too rudely, alas ! 
I snapped it, it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaimed, is the pitiless part 

Some act by the delicate mind. 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resigned. 

This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 

Might have bloomed with its owner awhile. 

And the tear, that is wiped with a little address. 
May be followed perhaps by a smile. 



The poplars are felled, farewell to the shade. 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves. 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed, since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew; 
And now in the grass behold they are laid. 
And the tree is my seat that once lent me a shade. 

The black-bird has fled to another retreat. 
Where the hazels afford him z. ^ct^eft^^^^^^^^Owsseis-^ 
And the scene, where TaiaTCiAo&^ dtL^rEE^^^ss^Ow^^^st^ 
JBesounds with liis sweet-ftoNrai% ^\^J^1 ^^ ^^^* 
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My fugitive years are all hasting away, 
And I must ere long lie as lowly as they. 
With a turf on my breast, and a stone at my head. 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 

'Tis a sight to engage me, if any thing can. 
To muse on the perishing pleasures of man; 
Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
Have a being less durable even than he. 



J 

] 



The path of sorrow, and that path alone. 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown ; 
No traveller ever reached that blest abode. 
Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 
The world may dance along the flowery plain. 
Cheered as they go by many a sprightly strain. 
Where nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread. 
Admonished, scorn the caution and the friend. 
Bent upon pleasure, heedless of its end. 
But he, who knew what human hearts would prove, 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 
TJbat hard by nature and of stubborn will, 
-4 life of ease wovld make them harder stHl, 
-& pj'tjr to the souls his love desvgQfcdi I 

-^o rescue from the ruins oi macadTLSi, ^ 
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Called for a cloud to darken all their years, 
And said, "Go spend tliem in the vale of tears/' 
Oh balmy gales of soul reviving air. 
Oh salutary streams that murmur there, 
These flowing from the fount of grace above. 
Those breathed from lips of everlasting love ! 
The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys. 
And sudden sorrow nips their springing joys, 
•An envious world will interpose its frown 
To mar delights superior to its own. 
And many a pang, experienced still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate sin ; 
But ills of every shape and every name 
Transformed to blessings miss their cruel aim. 
And every moment's c^bn, that soothes the breast 
Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 



8nrat«tit lii|i|iiii!«». 



Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise, that hast survived the fall I 
Though few now taste thee unimpaired and pure 
Or tasting long enjoy thee ! too infirm. 
Or too incautious, to preserve thy sweets 
Unmix'd with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup ; 
Thou art the nurse of vitue, m \)sm^fc «xsis» 
She smiles, appearing, as m \;T>a\\v ^^ "v^> 
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Heaven-bom, and destined to the skies again. 
Thou art not known where pleasure is adored. 
That reeling goddess with the zoneless waist 
And wandering eyes, still leaning on the arm 
Of novelty, her fickle frail support ; 
For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And finding in the calm of truth-tried love 
Joys, that her stormy raptures never yield. 



1 (Cnmirnrann. 



The lapse of time and rivers is the same, 
Both speed their journey with a restless stream ; 
The silent pace, with which they steal away. 
No wealth can bribe, no prayers persuade to stay; 
Alike irrecoverable both when past. 
And a wide ocean swallows both ftt last. 
Though each resemble each in every part, 
A difference strikes at length the musing heart : 
Streams never flow in vain; where streams abound. 
How laughs the land with various plenty crowned ! 
But time, that should enrich the nobler mind. 
Neglected leaves a dreary waste behind. 
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W. HOWITT. 



The condition of the West Indian slave is much better 
and happier than that of the English peasantry. 

Oommon AsaeriioH. 

The land for me I the land for me ! 

Where every living sonl is free ! 

Where winter may come, where storms may rave. 

But the tyrant dare not bring his slave, 

I should hate to dwell in a summer land 
Where flowers spring up on every hand ; 
Where the breeze is glad, the heavens are fiur. 
But the taint of blood is everywhere. 

I saw a peasant sit at his door. 
When his weekly toil in the fields was o^er ; 
He sate on the bench his gt^iiAsvx^'e* \$v^^^> 
He sate in his father's NvaVaviV ^^d^e. 
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'Twas the golden hour of an April mom ; 
Lightly the lark sprung from the com ; 
The blossoming trees shone purely white. 
Quivered the young leaves in the light. 

The sabbath bells, with a holy glee. 
Were ringing o^er woodland, heath, and lee : 
Twas a season whose living influence ran 
Through air, through earth, and the heart of man. 

No feeble joy was that peasant^s lot 
As his children gambolled before his cot. 
And archly mimicked the toils and cares 
"Which coming life shaU make truly theirs. 

But their mother, with breakfast caU, anon 
Came forth, and their merry masque was gone ; — 
^Twas a beautiful sight, as, meekly still. 
They sate in their joy on the cottage sill. 

The sire looked on them, — ^he looked to the skies: — 

I saw how his heart spake in his eyes ; 

Lightly he rose, and hghtly he trod. 

To pour out his soul in the house of God. 

And is that the man, thou vaunting knave ! 
Thou hast dared to compare with the weeping slave P 
Away ! find one slave in the world to cope 
With him, in his heart, his home and hope ! 

He is not in the East, in his gorgeous halls. 
Where the servile crowd before him falls, 
7yjJ the boW'Strmg comes, '\w 2a\ \\o\xt q^ vftath^ 
And he vanishes from the t^TatvV^^a^^\^ 
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But, O, thou slanderer false and vile ! 
Dare but to cross that garden-stile ; 
Dare but to touch that lowly thatch ; — 
Dare but to force that peasant^s latch ; — 

And thy craven soul shall wildly quake 
At the thunder-peal the deed shall wake ; 
Por myriad tongues of fire shall sound. 
As if every stone cried from the ground. 

The indignant thriU like flame shall spread. 
Till the isle itself rock ^neath thy tread : 
And a voice from people, peer, and throne, 
Bing in thine ears — "Atone ! Atone \" 

For Freedom here is common guest. 
In princely haU, and peasant's nest ; 
The palace is filled with her living light. 
And she watches the hamlet day and night. 

Then the land for me ! the land for me ! 
Where every living soul is free ! 
Where winter may come, where storms may rave. 
But the tyrant dare not bring his slave ! 
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M. HOWITT. 



God might have bade the earth bring forth 

Enough for great and small. 
The oak-tree and the cedar-tree. 

Without a flower at all. 

We might have had enough, enough 

For every want of ours. 
For luxury, medicine, and toil, 

And yet have had no flowers. 

The ore within the mountain mine 

Eequireth none to grow. 
Nor doth it need the lotus flower 

To make the river flow. 

The clouds might give abundant rain. 

The nightly dews might fall. 
And the herb that keepeth life in man. 

Might yet have drunk them all. 

Then wherefore, wherefore were they made. 
All djed with rain-bow light, 
AU fashioned with supiemest ^«LCfc 
U^P'Springing day and mg\vt \ — 
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Springing in valleys green and low. 

And on the mountains high. 
And in the silent wilderness 

Where no man passes by ? 

Our outward life requires them not — 
Then wherefore had they birth ? — 

To minister delight to man. 
To beautify the earth ; 

To comfort man — ^to whisper hope. 

Whenever his faith is dim. 
For who so careth for the flowers 

Will much more care for him ! 



Btjtteecups and Daisies — 

Oh the pretty flowers. 
Coming ere the spring-time 

To tell of sunny hours. 
While the trees are leafless. 

While the fields are bare. 
Buttercups and Daisies 

Spring up here and there. 

Ere the snow-drop peepeth ; 

Ere the crocus bold ; 
Ere the early primioae 

Opes its paly go\4 
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Somewhere on a sunny bank 
Buttercups are bright ! 

Somewhere 'mong the frozen grass 
Peeps the Daisy white. 

Little hardy flowers 

Like to children poor. 
Playing in their sturdy health, 

By their mother's door : 
Purple with the north-wind 

Yet alert and bold. 
Fearing not and caring not. 

Though they be a-cold 1 

What to them is weather ! 

What are stormy showers ! 
Buttercups and Daisies 

Are these human flowers ! 
He who gave them hardship 

And a life of care. 
Gave them likewise hardy strength. 

And patient hearts to bear. 

Welcome yellow Buttercups, 

Welcome Daisies white, 
Te are in my spirit 

Yisioned a delight ! 
Coming ere the spring-time 

Oi sunny hours to tell 
Speaking to our lieaita oi ^m 
Who doeth all thiia^^ loell. 
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a^jlB ^illt spring (0rnni». 

Ah, though it is an English Flower, 

It only groweth here and there : 
Through merry England you might ride ; 
Through aU its length, from side to side ; 
Through fifty counties, nor have spied 

This flower so passing fair. 

But in our meadows it is growing. 

And now it is the early spring; 
And see from out the kindly earth 
How thousands thousands issue forth, 
As if it gloried to give birth 

To such a lovely thing. 

Like lUac-flame its colour glows. 
Tender, and yet so clearly bright. 

That all for miles and miles about. 

The splendid meadow shineth out ; 

And far-off village children shout 
To see the welcome sight. 

I love the odorous Hawthorn flower ; 

I love the Wilding's bloom to see ; 
I love the light Anemonies, 
That tremble to the faintest breeze ; 
And hyacinth-like Orchises, 

Are very dear to me ! 

The Star-wort is a fairy ft.oN<ieT •, 
The Violet is a thing to -g^^ '5 
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The Wild-pink on the craggy ledge ; 
The waving sword-like Water-sedge, 
And e'en the Eobin-run-f -th'-hedge. 
Are precious in mine eyes. 

Yes, yes I love them all, bright things ! 

But then such glorious flowers as these 
Are dearer still — I'll tell you why. 
There's joy in many a thousand eye 
When first goes forth the welcome cry. 

Of ^'Lo the Crocuses!" 

Then little, toiling children leave 

Their care, and here by thousands thron 
And through the shining meadow run. 
And gather them, not one by one. 
But by grasped handfols, where are none 
To say that they do wrong. 

They run, they leap, they shout for joy ; 

Thej bring their infant brethren here ; 
They fill each little pinafore; 
They bear their baskets brimming o'er ; 
Within their very hearts they store 

This first joy of the year. 

Yes, joy in these abundant meadows 

Pours out like to the earth's o'erflowing 
And, less that they are beautiful. 
Than that they are so plentiful, 
So tree for every child to ip\33i^> 
Hove to see tbem growig. 
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And here, in our own fields they grow — 
An English flower, but very rare ; 

Through all the kingdom you may ride, 

(yer marshy flat, on mountain side. 

Nor ever see, outstretching wide. 
Such flowery meadows fair ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be. 
Flitting about in each leafy tree ; 
In the leafy trees so broad and tall. 
Like a green and beautifd palace-haU, 
With its airy chambers, light and boon, 
That open to sun, and stars, and moon ; 
That open to the bright blue sky. 
And the frolicsome winds, as they wander by ! 

They have left their nests in the forest bough. 
Those homes of delight they need not now ; 
And the young and old they wander out. 
And traverse their green world round about ; 
And, hark ! at the top of this leafy haU, 
How, one to the other, they lovingly call ; — 
''Come up, come up V^ they seem to say, 
"Where the topmost twigs in the breezes play !" 

"Come up, come up, for the world is fair, 
Where the merry leaves dance in the suxMsasst^ V 
And the birds below give Wi^^Jafc crj^ 
"We com€j we come to t\ie \it«s\s?Cke^^'^V 
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How pleasant the life of a bird must be. 
Living in love in a leafy tree. 
And away through the air what joy to go. 
And to look on the green bright earth bdow ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be. 

Skimming about on the breezy sea. 

Cresting the billows like silvery foam. 

And then wheeling away to its cliff-built home I 

What joy it must be to sail, upborne 

By a strong free wing, through a rosy mom. 

To meet the jaxmg ^aan, face to face. 

And pierce, like a shaft, the boundless space ! 

To pass through the bowers of the silvery clone 
And to sing in the thunder-halls aloud ; 
To spread out the wings for a wild free flight 
With the upper cloud-winds, — oh, what delight 
Oh, what would I give, like a bird, to go 
Bight on through the arch of the sun-lit bow. 
And to see how the water-drops are kissed 
Into green, and yellow, and amethyst ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be. 
Wherever it listeth there to flee : 
To go, when a joyful fancy calls. 
Dashing adown 'mong the waterfalls ; 
Then wheeling about, with its mates at play. 
Above, and below, and among the spray. 
Hither and thither, wit\i sci^^reva ^^ ^^ 
-As the laughing mixtli oi a xos^ dK^^\ 
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What a joy it must be, like a living breeze, 
To fluttCT about 'mong the flowering trees ; 
Lightly to soar, and to see beneath 
The wastes of the blossoming purple heath. 
And the yellow furze, like fields of gold. 
That gladden some fairy region old. 
On mountaiQ tops, on the billowy sea. 
On the leafy stems of the forest tree. 
How pleasant the life of a bird must be. 



A FIBERS a good companionable Mend, 
A comfortable friend, who meets your face 
With pleasant welcome, makes the poorest shed 
As pleasant as a palace ! are you cold P 
He warm« you — ^weary ? he refreshes you — 
HuBgiy ? he doth prepare yoiar viands for you- 
Are you in darkness ? he gives light to you — 
In a strange land, his face is that of one 
Familiar from yoiir childhood — are you poor ? 
What matters it to him ? He knows no differenco 
Between an emperor and the poorest beggar ! 
Where is the friend that bears the name of man 
Will do as much for you? 



^ 
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HEMANS. 



"I HEAB, thee speak of the better land. 
Thou callest its children a happy band ; 
Mother ! oh where is that radiant shore ? 
Shall we not seek it, and weep no more ? 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows ? 
And the fire-flies dance through the myrtle 
boughs ?^^ 

—"Not there, not there, my child \" 



"Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise. 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies ? 
Or ^midst the green islands of glittering seas. 
Where jfragrant forests perfume the breeze. 
And strange, bright birds, on their starry wings. 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things ?" 

— "Not there, not there, my child \" 

"Is it far away, in some region old. 
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold ? — 
Where the burning rays of the ruby slune. 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 
Ajjd the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand ? — 
^s j'l there, sweet motlicT, l\v^\,\ie\Xc!t\^Ai^^'' 

— ''^Nol there, not \\v^tc, xk^ c\SAn?' 
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^^Eyc liatli not seen it, my gentle boy ! 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy ; 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair — 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom, 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb, 
— ^'It is there, it is there, my child V 



J. TAYLOR. 



What is that gives thee, mild queen of the night. 

That secret intelligent grace ? 
And why should I gaze with such pensive delight 

On thy fair, — ^but insensible face ? 

What gentle enchantment possesses thy beam, 

Beyond the warm sunshine of day ? 
Thy bosom is cold as the glittering stream 

Where dances thy tremulous ray I 

Canst thou the sad heart of its sorrows beguile ! 

Or grief's fond indulgence su^^etA^ 
Yet, where is the moumex Wt ^d-eamfc^"^ 'ss^^ 
And loves thee — almost aa a itvaxA^ 
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The tear that looks bright, in thy beam as it flows. 
Unmoved dost thou ever behold ; — 

The sorrow that loves in thy light to repose. 
To thee, oft, in vain, hath been told ! 

Yet soothing thou art, and for ever I find, 
Wliilst watching thy gentle retreat, 

A moonlight composure steal over my mind. 
Poetical, pensive, and sweet ! 

I think of the years that for ever have fled ; — 

Of follies — ^by others forgot ; — 
Of joys that are vanished — and hopes that are dead; 

And of friendships that were — and are not ! 

I think of the future, still gazing the while. 
As though thou'dst those secrds reveal ; 

But ne^er dost thou grant one encouraging smile. 
To answer the mournful appeal. 

Thy beams which so bright through my casement 
appear. 

To far distant regions extend ; 
Illumine the dwellings of those that are dear. 

And sleep on the grave of a friend. 

Then still must I love thee, mild queen of the 
night. 
Since feeling and fancy agree, 
^o make thee a source oi \miaii^g di^'^X., 
-4 Ai'end and a solace to me. 
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BOWLES. 



I NEYEB cast a flower away^ 

The gift of one who cared for me^ 

A little flower, a faded flower, — 
But it was done reluctantly. 

I never looked a last adieu 

To things familiar, but my heart 

l^hrank with a feeling almost pain. 
Even &om their lifelessness to part. 
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I never spoke the word ''Farewell,^ 
But with an utterance faint and broken, 

A heart-sick yeamiag for the time 
When it shall never more be spoken. 



SUftGBSTED BT THE SIGHT OF SOME LAT£ 
AUTUMN FLOWEBS. 

These few pale Autumn flowers. 

How beautiful they are ! 
Than all that went before, 
Than all the smmner slot^, 

How lovelier fax ? 
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And why ? they are the last ! 

The last ! the last ! the last ! 
Oh ! by that little word 
How many thoughts are stirred. 

That whisper of the past ! 

Pale flowers ! pale perishing flowers, 

Te're types of precious things ; 
Types of those better moments 
That flit, like life's enjoyments. 
On rapid, rapid wings. 

Last hours with parting dear ones 
(That time the fastest spends ;) 

Last tears in silence shed ; 

Last words half uttered ; 
Last boks of dying firiends. 

Who but would fain compress 

A life into a day,-— 
The last day spent with one 
Who, ere to-morroVs sun. 

Must leave us, and for aye ! 

O precious, precious moments, 

rale flowers ! ye're types of those ; 
The saddest, sweetest, dearest. 
Because, like those, the nearest 
To an eternal close. 

Paleflowers-l palepem\mi%^Q^^^^^ 
I woo your gentle \iie»fti', 
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I leave the suinmer rose 
For younger, blither brows ; 
Tell me of change and death ! 



HALE. 



€llB jTigljt Bf IniDB. 

My boy, thou wilt dream the world is fair. 

And thy spirit wiU sigh to roam; 
And thou must go ; but never, when there, 

Forget the light of home. 

Though pleasure may smile with a ray more bright. 

It dazzles to lead astray : 
Like the meteor's flash ^twill deepen the night. 

When thou treadest the lonely way. 

But the hearth of home has a constant flame. 

And pure as vestal fiie : 
^Twill buTjij ^twiH bum, ioT evet ^^ ^^jss^^> 

For nature feeds the p^e. 
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The sea of ambition is tempest tost. 
And thy hopes may vanish like foam ; 

But when sails are shivered and rudder lost. 
Then look to the light of home ; — 

And there like a star through the midnight clou 
Thou shalt see the beacon bright ; 

For never, till shining on thy shroud. 
Can be quenched its holy light. 

The sun of fame, 'twill gild the name ; 

But the heart ne'er felt its ray ; 
And fashion's smiles, that rich ones claim : 

Are but beams of a wintry day. 

And how cold and dim those beams must be. 
Should life's wretched wanderer come ! 

But, my boy, when the world is dark to thee. 
Then turn to the light of home. 



T. K. TAYLOR. 



Blooms there a rose without a thorn ? . 
Go, searcli creation louui, 
J^rom mom to eve, iroxa ev^ \^ Tc^otvi, 
There shall not one "be. ioun^. 
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Sweet they may be, and fair, and bright. 

All life, and loveliness, and light ; 

The leaves may be green as the mermaid^s locks. 

When she wreathes them with shells on the coral 

rocks ; 
And the beautiful flowers may far outvie 
The golden tints of the sunset sky ; 
And far more fragrant their breath may be 
Than the spicy gales of Araby ; 
But be they ever so bright and fair. 
There's many a thorn in ambush there. 

And oft across the waste of life. 

The few jfrail joys that flee. 
Seem thus with fragrant beauty rife, 

From shade of sorrow tree. 
And lighten on our gloomiest hours. 
Like such a rose among the flowers. 
But let their beauties be all forgot ; 
Oh ! think of the thorns, and touch them not. 
For the hand that plucks the fair false weed, 
Though it gain the flower, is sure to bleed. 
And they may be sweet and fair to-night. 
But all is over by morning Kght, 
And withered and shed are the leaves so fair. 
And the roses arc gone, but the thorns are there. 
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% ^tnrti nf 'Mtwrn. 

Beioke a lowland cottage^ 

With cUmbing roses gay, 
I stood one smmner's eve, to watch 

Two children at their play. 

All ronnd the garden walks they ran. 

Filling the air with glee, 
TiU they were tired, and sat them down 

Beneath an old oak tree. 

They were silent for a little space. 

And then the boy began : — 
'^I wonder, sister dear, if I 

Shall ever be a man. 

"1 almost think I never shall. 

For often, in my sleep, 
I dream that I am dying — 

— ^Nay, sister, do not weep ! 

'^It is a joyful thing to die; 

For, though this world is fair, 
I see a lovelier in my dreams. 

And I fancy / am there. 

"I fancy I am taken there 
As soon as I have died ; 
And I roam tlirough. aW. tke \Asitys>wsv\; ^^'^^^ 
With an angel by my ^iOie. 
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To that bright world I long to go ; 
I would not linger here. 
But for my gentle mother's sake. 
And yours, my sister dear ! 

'^And, when I read my book to her, 

Or when I play with you, 
I quite forget that glorious land. 

And the blessed angel too. 

^'But oft, when I am weary 
Of my books and of my play. 

Those pleasant dreams come back again. 
And steal my heart away. 

"And I wish that you, sweet sister ! 

And my mother dear, and I, 
Could shut our eyes upon this world. 

And, all together, die.'' 

Then spake his fair-haired sister. 

In tones serene and low : — 
"Oh, if Heaven is such a pleasant place. 

Dear brother, let us go ! 

"Our mother wept when our father died, 
TiU her bright eyes were dim; 

And I know she longs to go to heaven. 
That she may be with him. 

"So let us all together go !" 
— ^The thoughtful boy replied : — 

"Ah, no ! we cannot ^o toV^w^^v^ 
Until that we liave Sa^di^ 
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"And sister, we must be content 

Upon this earth to stay. 
Till the blessed Saviour, Jesus Christ, 

Shall call our souls away !'^ 



Before the next year's roses came. 

That gentle caQ was given, 
And the mother, and her two sweet babes. 

Were, all of them, in Heaven. 



'* Out upon Time ! " — Ijord Byron. 

"Time ! a little moment stay'' — 
But he flieth on alway ; 
Waiting for the will of none. 
Ever, ever hurrying on. 
Swifter than the autumn wind. 
Or the glances of the mind. 
Or the Kghtning, or the river, 
Mying, flying on for ever. 

Off he started on the mom 

When the heavens and earth were born ; 
For he had a race to xxm 
With the planets, loxmSi XXi^ svm-, 
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Boiled along each blazing ballj 
But lie soon outstripped them all. 
Still he found no resting place^ 
Still he would not cease his race ; 
On he went, demure and mute— 
Oh 1 he had a rapid foot. 
^Twas no wonder that he had. 
He was then a nimble lad. 
Yet 'tis surely somewhat strange 
There is now no sign of change. 
When he is an aged man. 
Hoary-locked, and lean, and wan : 
Strange he moveth on as fast 
Every season as the last ; 
With a foot as fleet and strong 
As he had when he was young; 
Never weary of the way — 
Never resting for a day — 
Never falling on to sleep, 
When the stars their vigils keep. 
Marshalled by the wakeful moon — 
Never at the sultry noon. 

^'Hear, old wrinkled eld, and smile I 
We will let thee rest awhile. 
Do not look so stem and gruff — 
Thou hast laboured long enough, 
Through 80 many weary ages ;- 
Here, old man, receive thy \^3j^a 
Which for years l[iave\ieeTL^^ ^^ 
For such lengthened toS\s «ivSl\?5^v&. 
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Thou hast woli the race, and now 

Here are laurels for thy brow ; 

Sit thee down— be blithe and gay. 

For we give thee holiday ; 

Take the pleasant sleep we grant thee. 

We will wake thee when we want thee \" 

But he will not have our gift — 
There he goes — ah me ! — ^how swift ! 
Oh ! thou dost deserve our ban — 
Out upon thee, stem old man ! 



"Where ignorance is bliss, 
* Tis foUy to be wise." — Gray. 

I HAVE heard the sages say, 
^^Life is but an Apnl day, — 
And, for every sunny kour, 
PoUoweth a day of shower, — 
And the course of all our years 
Lieth through a vale of tears. 



ff 



I would say, it is not so ; 

But the sages surely know ; 

And away with the suggestion 

Which would caU ttvdt txotli in question. 
Yet, methinks, 1 skoxjldL^t^l^^, 
On this pleasant siAe to err, — 
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Gountiiig all things better far^ 
And more lovely than they are ; 
Finding hundreds of delights 
In the days and in the nights ; 
Fancying Nature's soul imbued 
With benign beatitude. 
Which she joyously imparts 
To simple minds and humble hearts ; 
— Deeming ocean, earth, and sky. 
In their fair variety. 
An unfailing spring of pleasure— 
An imperishable treasure — 
For the eye and for the ear, 
A rich banquet all the year. 
Thus I always should prefer 
To be happy, and to err ; 
Cheerful, when, perhaps, I ought 
To be ftdl of gloomy thought; 
Finding what / take for bliss. 
Where, in truth, no pleasure is ; 
Feeling that the world is fair, — 
That there is some goodness there, — 
That its joys are something worth, — 
That it w a happy earth ; 
Making light of all the stirs 
Raised by great philosophers ; 
And however grave their looks. 
Wise their faces, dull their books. 
Long their lectures, beards, and ages, 
Laughing at the solemn ^3^^» 
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Dazzling, and beautiful, and bright 
Is the lightning's flash as it hurries on ; 

And scarce may you mark its glorious flight. 
Ere its brightness and glory are gone ; 

But its memory shall live for many a year 

In the widoVs sigh, and the orphan^s tear. 

And just as brightly doth pleasure fling 
Her flashes of joy round the worldling's head 

Oh ! pleasure is just such a dazzling thing. 
As bright and as swiftly fled : 

Oh ! soon is its glory gone — ^but never 

The sting she has planted — ^to sting for ever. 



H. K. WHITE. 



Who, when Henry reasoned with him caUnly, asked 
"If he did not feel for him." 

^'Do I not feel?'^ The doubt is keen as steel 
Tea I do feel — most exquisitely feel; 
My heart can weep, when from my downcast < 
/ chase the tear, and stem the rising sigh : 
Deep buried there 1 close ttve i«v^^^ ^^^^ 
And smile the most wYvcii\vew^\^^^>"vs>^lV^ 
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On this I act — whatever pangs surround, 

'Tis magnanimity to hide the wound! 

When all was new, and life was in its spring, 

I lived an unloved solitary thing ; 

Even then 1 learned to bury deep from day. 

The piercing cares that wore my youth away : 

Even then I learned for other's cares to feel ; 

Even then I wept I had not power to heal : 

Even then, deep-sounding through the mighty 

gloom, 
I heard the wretched's groan, and moum'd the 

wretched's doom; 
Who were my friends in youth ? — ^the midnight 

fire — 
The silent moon-beam, or the starry choir ; 
To these I plained, or turned from outer sight. 
To bless my lonely taper's friendly light ; 
I never yet could ask, however forlorn. 
For vulgar pity mix'd with vulgar scorn ; 
The sacred source of woe, I never ope. 
My breast's my coffer, and my God's my hope. 
But that I do feel, time, my friend, will show. 
Though the cold crowd the secret never know ; 
With them I laugh — ^yet, when no eye can see, 
I weep for nature, and I weep for thee. 
Yes, thou didst wrong me, ^ ^ * '^\ fondly 

thought 
In thee I'd found the friend my heart had sought ! 
I fondly thought, that thou couldst pierce the 

guise. 
And read the trwth tliat m m^ Nio^^^o^^^'^ *^ 
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I fondly thought ere time's last days were gone^ 
Thy heart and mine had mingled into one ! 
Yes — and they yet will mingle. Days and years 
Will fly, and leave ns partners in our tears : 
We then shall feel that friendship has a power 
To soothe afBiction in her darkest honr ; 
Timers trial o'er, shall clasp each other's hand. 
And wait the passport td a better land. 



^D Un 3Bftntlrn:. 



And canst thon, mother I for a moment think 
That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honours on thy drooping head. 

Could jfrom our best of duties ever shriiS: ? 

Sooner the sun from his high sphere should sink. 
Than we ungrateful, leave thee in that day. 
To pine in solitude thy life away. 

Or shun thee, tottering on the grave's cold brink. 

Banish the thought ! where'er our steps may roam 
Cer smiling plains, or wastes without a tree. 
Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee, 

Andpaint the pleasures of thy peaceftd home; 
While duty bids us ail t\vj grvafe ^-soas^^, 

Ajid smooth the pillow oi \\ii «c[iKai^^%^. 
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CoHE^ Disappointment, come! 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 
Come in thy meekest, saddest raise : 
Thy chasteing rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 
But I recline 
Beneath thy shrine, 
And round my brow resigned thy peaceful cypress 
twine. 

Though fancy flies away 

Before thy hollow tread. 
Yet meditation, in her cell. 
Hears with faint eye, the lingering knell. 
That tells her hopes are dead; 
And though the tear 
By chance appear. 
Yet she can smile, and say. My all was not laid 
here. 

Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Though from Hope's summit hurFd 
Still, rigid nurse, thou art forgiven. 
For thou severe wert sent from heaven 
To wean me from the world : 
To turn my eye 
From vanity. 
And point to scenes oi \i^"&«,^"8X.TsK^^> ^s^ss^'s?. 
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What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day ! 
A little sun — a little rain. 
And then night sweeps along the plain. 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discussed) 
Yields up his trust. 
And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the 
dust. 

Oh, what is Beaut/s power ? 

It flourishes and dies; 
Will the cold earth its silence break. 
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies ? 
Mute, mute is aU 
(yer Beauty's fall; 
Her praise resounds no more when mantled in 
her pall. 

The most beloved on earth 

Not long survives to-day; 
So music past is obsolete. 
And yet 'twas sweet, 'twas passing sweet. 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade. 
When in forsaken tomb the form beloved is laid. 

I Then since this woiVd \^ \«fli, 

' And volatile, and ft^eet, 
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Why should I lay up earthly joys. 
Where dust corrupts, and moth destroys. 
And cares and sorrows eat ? 
Why fly from ill 
With anxious skill. 
When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing 
heart be still ? 

Come, Disappointment, come! 

Thou art not stem to me ; 
Sad Monitress ! I own thy sway, 
A votary sad in early day, 
I bend my knee to thee. 
From sun to sun 
My race will run, 
I only bow, and say. My God, thy will be done ! 



When twilight steals along the ground. 
And all the beUs are ringing round. 

One, two, three, four, and five, 
I at my study- window sit. 
And, wrappM in many a musing fit. 

To bliss am aU aUve. 

But though impressions calm and sweet 
ThriU round my \ieatV, «L\tfJ^^\i^^, 
And I am iniy ^a^, 
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The tear-drop stands in either eye 
And yet I cannot tell thee why, 
I am pleased, and yet I'm sad. 

The silvery rack that flies away 
Like mortal life or pleasure's ray, 

Does that disturb my breast ? 
Nay, what have I, a studious man. 
To do with life's unstable plan. 

Or pleasure's fading vest ? 

Is it that here I must not stop. 
But o'er yon blue hill's woody top 

Must bend my lonely way ? 
No, surely no ! for give but me 
My own fire-side, and I shall be 

At home where'er I stray. 

Then is it that, yon~steepIe there, 
With music sweet shall fill the air, 

"When thou no more canst hear ? 
Oh, no ! oh, no ! for then forgiven 
I shall be with my God in heaven, 

Eeleased from every fear. 

Then whence it is I cannot tell, 
But there is some mysterious spell 
That holds me when I'm glad ; 
And so the tear-drop fills my eye;. 
When yet in trutti 1 V.no^ ■»!* Viq , 
Or whftrRfoTR 1 am asA. 
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It is not that my lot is low. 
That bids the silent tear to flow ; 
It is not grief that bids me moan. 
It is that I am all alone. 

In woods and glens I love to roam. 
When the tired hedger hies him home; 
Or by the woodland pool to rest, 
"When pale the star looks on its breast. 

Yet when the silent evening sighs. 
With hallowed airs and symphonies. 
My spirit takes another tone. 
And sighs that it is all alone. 

The autumn leaf is sear and dead. 
It floats upon the water's bed ; 
I would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorroVs sigh 1 

The woods and winds, with sudden wafl. 
Tell all the same unvaried tale ; 
Fve none to smile when I am free. 
And when I sigh, to sigh with mie. 

Yet in my dreams a form I view. 
That thinks on me, and loves me too ; 
I start, and when th.e nisiotJI^ SSl^ow^ 
I weep that I am ail eioiifi. 

-5 ^ 
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CONDEE. 



But art thou thus indeed "alone ?*^ 
Quite unbefriended ? aU unknown ? 
And hast thou then His name forgot. 
Who formed thy frame, and fixed thy lot ? 

Is not His voice in evening's gale? 
Beams not with Him the star so pale ? 
There's not a leaf can fade or die 
Unnoticed by His watchful eye ! 

Each fluttering hope, each anxious fear. 
Each lonely wish, each silent tear. 
To thine Almighty friend are known ! 
And sa/st thou, thou art ''all alone?'' 



TO MT TBISHD. 

Oh that, in unfettered union. 
Spirit could with spirit blend ; 

Oh that, in unseen communion 
Thought couid Viold th.e distant friend ! 
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Who the secrets can unravel 

Of the bod/s mystic guest ? 
Who knows how the soul may travel. 

While unconsciously we rest ? 

While, in pleasing thraldom lying, 

Sealed in slumber deep it seems. 
Far abroad it may be flying; 

What is sleep ? and what are dreams ? 
Earth ! how narrow thy dominions. 

And how slow thy bodies pass ! 
Oh ! to range on eagle's pinions 

Through illimitable space I 

What is thought ? in wild succession. 

Whence proceeds the motley train ? 
What first stamps the vague impression 

On the ever active brain ? 
What is thought ? and whither tending. 

Does the subtle phantom fly ? 
Does it, like a moonbeam ending. 

Shine, then melt to vacancy ? 

Has a strange, mysterious feeling. 

Something shapeless, undefined. 
O'er your lonely musing stealing. 

E'er impressed your pensive mind ; 
As if he, whose strong resemblance 

Fancy in that moment drew, 
Bj coincident xem'&TEfeT^xie.^, 

Knew your tiiougYA.^, s^ii.'OsNss^^ ^'^^^^ 



s^^ 
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When at MercVs footstool bending^ 
You have felt a sacred glow ; 

Faith and hope to heaven ascending^ 
Love stiU Ungering here below; 

Say, has e^er the thought impressed thee. 
That thy friend might feel thy prayer ? 

Or the wish at least possessed thee. 

He could then thy feelings share ? 

Who can tell that fervent blessing ? 

Angels ! did ye see it rise ? 
Did ye thus, your love expressing. 

Watch o^er human sympathies ? 
Did ye some mysterious token 

To the kindred bosom bear ? 
And to what the heart has spoken. 

Wake a chord responsive there ? 

Laws perhaps unknown, but certain. 

Kindred spirits may control ; 
But what hand can lift the curtain. 

And reveal the awful soul ? 
Dimly through life's vapour seeing. 

Who but longs for light to break; 
O this feverish dream of being 

When, oh when shall we awake ? 

Yes ! the hour, the hour is hasting. 
Spirit shall with spirit blend ; 

Fast mortality is wasting, 
Soon the secret all sludl end. 
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Let, then, thought hold sweet communion. 
Let us breathe the mutual prayer. 

Till, in heaven'^s eternal union. 
We shall greet each other there I 



EDMESTON. 



MirtinH. 

Oh ! whence is the freshness that gives the flower 

Its scent and its summer hue ? 
It came in the dark and the midnight hour. 

In drops of heavenly dew ; 
So, often in sorrow the soul receives 

An influence from above. 
That beauty, and sweetness, and freshness gives 

To patience, and faith, and love. 

But the sun is high, and the dew is dry. 

And the flower has lost its bloom ; 
Its bell droops low, and the passer-by 

Perceives no sweet perfume ; 
So, like again to the drooping flower. 

In the sunshine of fortune's ray. 
The graces that bloomed m a ^^V^ooi^ Vs^ 

Have faded and passed w?^^* 
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Is there a time when moments flow 
More lovelily than all beside ? 

It is, of all the times below, 
A Sabbath eve in summer tide. 

Oh ! then the setting sun smiles fair. 
And aU below, and all above. 

The different forms of nature wear 
One universal garb of love. 

And then the peace that Jesus beams 
The life of grace, the death of sin. 

With nature^s placid woods and streams. 
Is peace without, and peace within. 

Delightful scene I a world at rest, 
A God all love, no hope nor fear, 

A heavenly hope, a peaceful breast, 
A smile unsullied by a tear. 

If heaven be ever felt below, 
A scene so heavenly sure as this 

May cause a heart on earth to know 
Some foretaste of celestial bliss. 

Delightful hour ! how soon will night 
/Spread her dark miantle o^er thy reign 
And morrow^s quick letxamii^Xi^Bi^ 
Must call us to t\ie ^ot\Sl ^-^^jksi^ 
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Yet will there dawn at last a da^^ 
A Sun that never sets shall nse ; 

Ni|^t will not yeil his ceaseless ray. 
The heavenly Sabbath never dies ! 



lite Mi}f. 



The foUowing remarkable circumstanee occurred in a circle 
of friends, who were debating what might be considered 
the happiest departure, one of the party 
thus suddenly expired. 

Which is the happiest death to die ? 

"Oh/' said one, "if I might choose. 
Long at the gate of bliss would I lie. 
And" feast my spirit, ere it fly. 

With bright celestial views. 
Mine were a lingering death without pain, 

A death which all might love to see. 

And mark how bright and sweet would be 
The victory I should gain : 
Fain would I catch a hymn of love 
From the angel-harps that ring above. 
And sing it, as my parting breath 
Quivered and expired in death ; 
So that those on earth might hear 
The harp-notes of anotW s^\v<et^. 
And mark, when natxae feaiA»^ «xA ^^^^ 
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What springs of heavenly life arise ; 
And gather from the death they view, 
A ray of hope, to light them through 
When they should be departing too/^ 

"No,^' said another, ^^so not I : 
Sudden as thought is the death I would die ] 
I would suddenly throw my shackles by. 
Not bear a single pang at parting. 
Nor see the tear of sorrow starting. 
Nor hear the quivering lips that bless me. 
Nor feel the hands of love that press me. 
Nor the frame with mortal terror shaking. 
Nor the heart where love's soft bands ar 
breaking. 

So would I die ! 
All bliss, without a pang to cloud it ! 
All joy, without*^ pain to shroud it ! 
Not slain, but caught up, as it were. 
To meet my Saviour in the air ! 

So would I die ! 

Oh how bright 

Were the realms of light. 

Bursting at once upon the sight ! 

Even so 

I long to go — 

These parting hours, how sad and slow 1' 

His voice grew faint, arv9L^^^^^^V\a.^>j^^ 
As if gazing on visions oi ^e^X.'a.c^ \ 
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The hue of his cheek and lips decayed. 

Around his mouth a sweet smile played : — 

They looked — he was dead ! 

His spirit had fled. 

Painless and swift, as his own desire ; 

The soul, undrest. 

From her mortal vest 

Had stepped in her car of heavenly fire. 

And proved how bright 

Were the realms of light 

Bursting at once upon the sight ! 



HEBER. 



Thou art gone to the grave, — but we wiU not de- 
plore thee, 
Tlio' sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb. 
The Saviour has passed through its portals before 
thee. 
And the lamp of his love ia >i?DL^ ^<xAfc'"^«s5s^^^ 
the gloom. 
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Thou art gone to the grave,-— we no longer behold 
thee. 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy 
side: 
But the wide arms of mercy sxe spread to enfold 
thee. 
And sinners may hope, since the sinless has died. 

Thou art gone to the grave, — and its mansion for- 
saking. 
Perhaps thy tried spirit in doubt lingered long; 
But the sunshine of heaven beamed bright on thy 
waking. 
And the song which thou heard^st was the sera- 
phim's song. 

Thou art gone to the grave, — ^but 'twere wrong to 
deplore thee. 
When God was thy ransom, thy guardian, thy 
guide; 
He gave thee and took thee, and soon will restore 
thee. 
Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour 
hath died. 
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SOITTHET. 



FBOM THALABA. 

How beautiful is night 1 
A dewy freshness fills the silent air. 
No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain, 

Breaks the serene of heaven. 
In full-orbM glory yonder moon divine 
EoUs through the dark blue depths. 

Beneath her steady ray 

The desert-circle spreads. 
Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky I 

How beautiful is night ! 



They sin who tell us love can die : 
With life all other passions fly. 
All others are but vanity. 
In heaven, ambition cannot dwell. 
Nor avarice in the vault oi \\.^\ 
Earthly these passions oi \)ckfe ^«s^> 
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They perish where they had their bi 

But love is indestructible. 

Its holy flame for ever bumeth, 

I^om heaven it came, to heaven ret 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest. 

At times deceived, at times distrest. 

It here is tried and purified, 

It hath in heaven its perfect rest j 

It soweth here in toil and care. 

But the harvest time of love is ^er 



B ati littit %% 



I MISS thee from mj side, 

With thy merry eyes and blue 
From thy crib at morning-tide. 

Oft its curtains peeping throuj 
In the kisses, not a few. 

Thou wert wont to give me thi 
In thy sleepy, sad adieu. 

When 'twas time for bed agaii 
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I miss thee from my side. 

When the dimier bustlers o^er : 
When the orange I divide. 

Or extract the apple's core ; 
What avails my hoarded store 

Of barley-sugar, comfits sweet ; 
Thou art by my side no more ; 

Vacant is thy wonted seat ! 

I miss thee from my side. 

With thy query oft repeated ; 
On thy rocking-horse astride. 

Or beneath my table seated : — 
Or when tired, and overheated. 

With a summer day's delight. 
Many a childish aim defeated. 

Sleep hath overpowered thee quite ! 

I miss thee from my side, 

When brisk Punch is at the door ; — 
Vainly pummels he is bride, — 

Judy's wrongs can charm no more ! 
He may beat her till she's sore. 

She may die and he may flee ; 
Though I loved their squalls of yore, 

Whaf s the pageant now to me ! 

I miss thee from my side 

When the light of day grows pale ; 
When, with eyelids open'd wide. 

Thou wouldst list the oft-told tale. 
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And the murdesr'd babes bewail ;^ — 

Yet, so greedy of thy pain. 
That, when all my lore would Mt, 

I must needs begin again ! 

I miss thee from my side 

In the haunts that late were thine ; 
Where thy twinkling feet wotdd glide. 

And thy clasping fingers twiner- 
Here are checkered tumblers nine, — 

Silent relics of thy play ; — 
Here the mimic tea-things shine. 

Thou wouldst wash the livelong day I 

Thy drum hangs (m the wall; 

Thy bird-organ sounds are o'er r 
Dogs and horses, great and small — 

Wanting some a leg or more ; 
Cows and sheep— a motley store- — 

All are stabled 'neath thy bed ; 
And not one but can restore 

Memories sweet of him that's fled» 

I miss thee from my side. 

Blithe cricket of my hearth ! 
Oft in secret have I sigh'd 

For thy chirping voice of mirth i 
When the low-born cares of earth 

Chill my lieast ox dim my eye. 
Grief is 8ti&edm\\,^\yflficL, 

If my little ipiaUW«^^\^V 
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I miss thee from my side, 

With thy bright, ingenuous smile — 
With thy glance of infent pride. 

And the face no tears defile ; — 
Stay, and other hearts beguile. 

Hearts that prize thee fondly too I 
I must spare thy pranks awhile ; — 

Cricket of my hearth, adieu ! 



M^t. 



Yes, Music hath the key of memory, 

And thoughts and visions buried deep and long, 

Come at the summons of its sweetness nigh. 

Croly. 

Mysterious keeper of the key 
That opes the gates of memory. 
Oft, in thy wildest, simplest strain. 
We live o'er years of bliss again ! 

The sun-bright hopes of early youth. 
Love— -in its first deep hour of truth — 
And dreams of life's delightftd mom,, 
Are on thy seraph pinions borne ! 

To the Enthusiast's heart, thy tone 
Breathes of the lost and lovely one : 
And calls back momeiA^ — \yr\fci ^& ^^^>x. — 
Wlien last 'twas waite^i o\x\ii^ ^"»x • 
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The Exile listens to the song 
Once heard his native bowers among; 
And, straightway, on his visions rise 
Hope's sunny slopes, and cloudless skies. 

The Warrior, from the strife retired. 
By music's stirring strains inspired. 
Turns him to deeds of glory done. 
To dangers 'scaped, and laurels won. 

Enchantress sweet of smiles and tears. 
Spell of the dreams of vanished years. 
Mysterious keeper of the key 
That opes the gates of Memory ! 

'Tis tlune to bid sad hearts be gay. 
Yet chase the smiles of mirth away ; 
Joy's sparkling eye in tears to steep. 
Yet bid the mourner cease to weep ; 

To gloom or gladness thou canst suit 
The cords of thy delicious lute ; 
For every heart thou hast a tone. 
Can make its pulses all thine own ! 
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/nrgft €jitB? fn, Mmtl 



Wrong thee, Bianca ? No, not for the earth ! 
Not for eartid's brightest ! 

Milman. 



Forget thee ? No, never ! — Why cherish a thought 
To the friend of thy soul, with injustice so fraught ? 
Why embitter our fast-fading moments of bliss 
By suspicion so wild and unfounded as this ? 
Forget thee ? No never ! — among the light-hearted. 
Love may sink to decay when the fond ones are 

parted ; 
But affection like ours is too deep and sublime, 
To be chilled in its ardour by absence or time. 
I will not forget thee ! — till lifers latest ray 
In the dark night of death shall have melted away ; 
'Mid ambition — ^fame — ^fortune — and power, — and 

gladness, — 
Pain, — and peril — and hate — and contention — and 

sadness ; — 
Though changes the darkest and brightest betide, — 
Thy friendship shall soothe me, thy counsels shall 

guide. 
And thy memory at once be my solace and pride ! 



^ V 
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Methinks it should have been impossible 
Not to love all things in a world like this, 
Where even the breezes and the common air 
Contain the power and spirit of harmony. 

Coleridge. 

Harp of the winds ! What music may compare 
With thy wild gush of melody 1 — Or where, 
'Mid this world's discords, may we hope to meet 
Tones like to thine — so soothing and so. sweet ! 

Harp of the winds ! When summer's Zephyr 
wings 
Its airy flight across thy tremulous strings, 
As if enamoured of its breath, they move 
With soffc low murmurs, — ^like the voice of Love 
Ere passion deepens it, or sorrow mars 
Its harmony with sighs ! — ^All earth-born jars 
Confess thy soothing power, when strains like these 
Erom thy bliss-breatlung chords, are borne upon 
the breeze ! 

But when a more pervading force compels 
Their sweetness into strength, — ^and swiftly swells 
Each tenderer tone to fulness, — ^what a strange 
And spirit-stirring sense that fitful change 
Wakes in my heart : — ^visions of days long past, — 
Hope — joy — pride — ^pain — and passion — ^with the 
blast 
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Come rushing on my soul, — till I believe 
Some strong enchantment, purposed to deceive. 
Hath fixed its spell upon me, and I grieve 
I may not burst its bonds ! — ^Anon, the gale 
Softly subsides, — and whisperings wild prevail. 
Of inarticulate melody, which seem 
Not music, but its shadow ; — ^what a dream 
Is to reality ; — or as the swell 
(Those who have felt alone have power to tell) 
Of the full heart, where love was late a guest. 
Ere it recovers from its sweet unrest ! — 
The charm is o'er — each warring thought flits by ! — 
Quelled by that more than mortal minstrelsy. 
Each turbulent feeling owns its sweet control. 
And peace, once more, returns, and settles on my 
soul! 

Harp of the winds ! Thy ever tuneful chords. 
In language far more eloquent than words 
Of earth's best skilled phHosophers, do teach 
A deep and heavenly lesson ! Could it reach. 
With its impressive truths, the heart of man. 
Then were he blessed indeed ; and he might scan 
His coming miseries with delight ! The storm 
Of keen adversity would then deform 
No more the calm stream of his thoughts, nor bring 
Its wonted ^grisly train/ but, rather wring 
Sweeteess from out his grief, — ^till even the string 
On which h)p sorrows hung, should make reply. 
However rudely swept, in tones of melody ! 



^^ 
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ROGERS. 



If ever you should come to Modena^ 
(Where among other relics you may see 
Tassoni's bucket — ^but 'tis not the true one) 
Stop at a palace near the Eeggio-gate, 
Dwelt in of old by one of the Donati. 
Its noble gardens, terrace above terrace. 
And rich in fountains, statues, cypresses. 
Will long detain you — ^but, before you go. 
Enter the house — ^forget it not, I pray you — 
And look awhile upon a picture there. 

"Ks of a Lady in her earliest youth. 
The last of that illustrious family ; 
Done by Zampieri — but by whom I care not. 
He, who observes it — ere he passes on. 
Gazes his fill, and comes and comes again. 
That he may call it up, when far away. 

She sits, inclining forward as to speak. 
Her lips half open, and her finger up. 
As though she said '^Beware 1" her^^est of gold 
Broideied with flowers and claspM from head to 
foot. 
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An emerald-stone in every golden clasp ; 
And on her brow, fairer than alabaster, 
A coronet of pearls. 

But then her face. 
So lovely, yet so arch, so full of mirth. 
The overflowings of an innocent heart- 
It haunts me still, though many a year has fled. 
Like some wild melody ! 

Alone it hangs 
Over a mouldering heir-loom, its companion. 
An oaken-chest, half eaten by the worm. 
But richly carved by Antony of Trent, 
With scripture stories from the Life of Christ ; 
A chest that came from Venice, and had held 
The ducal robes of some old Ancestor — 
That by the way — ^it may be true or false — 
But dont forget the picture ; and you will not. 
When you have heard the tale they told me there. 

She was an only child — ^her name Ginevra ; 
The^ joy, the pride of an indulgent father ; 
And in her fifteenth year became a bride. 
Marrying an only son, Francesco Doria, 
Her playmate from her birth, and her first love. 

Just as she looks there in her bridal dress. 
She was all gentleness, all gjviets[> 
Her pranks the iavoudt^ \ScL^m^ <^1 <b^^T^ Xss^^j^- 
But now the day wsis come,^^^^l>'^^^^^^*'* 



I 
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Now, frowning, smiling for the hundredth time, 
The nurse, that ancient lady, preach^ decorum ; 
And, in the lustre of her youth, she gave 
Her hand, with her heart in it, to Francesco. 

Great was the joy; but at the nuptial feast. 
When all sate down, the bride herself was wanting. 
Nor was she to be found ! Her father cried, 
"'Tis but to make a trial of our love V' 
And SH'i his glass to aU ; but his hand shook. 
And soon from guest to guest the panic spread. 
'Twas but that instant she had left Francesco, 
Laughing and looking back and flying still. 
Her ivory tooth imprinted on his finger^ 
But now, alas ! she was not to be found ; 
Nor from that hour could anything be guess'd 
But that she was not ! 

Weary of his life, 
Francesco flew to Venice, and, embarking. 
Flung it away in battle with the Turk. 
Donati lived — and long might you have seen 
An old man wandering as in quest of something, 
Something he could not find — he knew not what. 
When he was gone, the house remained awhile 
Silent and tenantless — ^then went to strangers. 

Full fifty years were past, and all forgotten. 
When on an idle day, a day of search 
Mid the old lumber in the gallery. 
That mouldering chest was ivo^AGCi&L*, «cl^' V^n^ wA 
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By one as young, as thoughtless as Ginevra, 
'^ Why not remove it from its lurking-place ?'' 
'Twas done as soon as said ; but on the way 
It burst, it fell ; and lo, a skeleton. 
With here and there a pearl, an emerald-stone, 
A golden clasp, clasping a shred of gold. 
All else had perished — save a wedding-ring. 
And a smaU seal, her mother's legacy. 
Engraven with a name, the name of both, 
"Ginevra/' 

There then had she found a grave ! 
Within that chest had she concealM herself. 
Fluttering with joy, the happiest of the happy ; 
When a spring-lock that lay in ambush there. 
Fastened her down for ever ! 



€n 

Go-^you may call it madness, folly ; 
You shall not chase my gloom away ; 
There's such a charm in melancholy, 
I would not, if I could be gay. 

Oh, if you knew the pensive pleasure 
That fills my bosom when I sigh. 
You would not rob me of a treasure 
Monarchs are too poor to buy. 
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BAYLY. 



I NEVER was a favourite, — 

My mother never smiled 
On me, with half the tenderness 

That blessed her fairer child ; 
I've seen her kiss my sister's cheek. 

While fondled on her knee ; 
Fve turned away to hide my tears, — 

There was no kiss for me ! 

And yet I strove to please with all 

My little store of sense; 
I strove to please, — and infancy 

Can rarely give offence : 
But when my artless efforts met 

A cold, ungentle check, 
I did not dare to throw myself 

In tears upon her neck 1 

How blessed are the beautifcd ! 

Love watches o'er their birth ; 
Oh, beauty ! in my nursery 

I learned to know thy worth : 
Tor even tkere I often felt 
J?^orsaken and f oilom •, 
And wished — ^for otiieis m^^Si \V V^« 
I never had been botxiX 
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Tm sure I was affectionate,— 

But in my sister's face 
There was a look of love, tliat claimed 

A smile or an embrace ; 
But when / raised my lip, to meet 

The pressure children prize. 
None knew the feelings of my heart, — 

They spoke not in my eyes. 

But oh ! that heart too keenly felt 

The anguish of neglect ; 
I saw my sister's lovely form 

With gems and roses decked : 
I did not covet them : but oft. 

When wantonly reproved, 
I envied her the privilege 

Of being so beloved. 

But soon a time of triumph came, — 

A time of sorrow too ; 
For sickness o'er my sister's form 

Her venom'd mantle threw : 
The features, once so beautiful. 

Now wore the hue of death; 
And former Mends shrank fearfully 

From her infectious breath. 

'Twas then, unwearied, day and night, 

I watched beside her bed. 
And fearlessly ugonTO^ Vst^-^X. 

I pillowed \ier ipoot\ka^* 
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She lived ! — and loved me for my care 

My grief was at an end ; 
I was a lonely being once. 

But now I have a Mend. 



COLERIDGE. 



/ragiDiiit. 

Alas ! they had been friends in youth : 
Bnt whispering tongues can poison truth ; 
And constancy lives in reahns above ; 
And life is thorny ; and youth is vain ; 
And to be wroth with one we love. 
Doth work like madness in the brain. 



They parted — ^ne'er to meet again ! 

But never either found another 

To free the hollow heart from paining — 

They stood aloof, the scars remaining, 

Like cliffs which had been rent asunder ; 

A dreary sea now flows between. 

But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder. 

Shall wholly do away, I ween, 

The marks of that which o^ce hath been. 
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ANONYMOUS. 



aAT, tho^ banishM from home, o'er the world I 

may rove, 
U that home I have left is the first in my love ; 
ere's no sorrow so great as its absence to mourn, 

I joy that's so bright as the hope of return, 
home are the friends of my earHest years, 

at formed my first hopes, and soothed my first 

fears; 
at taught my young bosom the pleasures of love, 
d directed its thoughts to the heaven above. 
o' much I may love other friends I have seen ; 
o' the hills I now tread may be sunny and green ; 

II the hills of my childhood are brightest and 

best, 
d the friends of my home are the first in my 

breast, 
that mirror full oft other objects may play, 
d flash on its surface alluringly gay ; 
t the joys of my home form a picture more 

bright, 
at wiD glow in the darkness and blaze in the 

light J 

• that picture is touched by a pencil most true, 
d the colours that deck it are love's brightest 
hue; 
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As the vapoiiTS that rise from the far spreading main. 
Ascend high in air^ and in clouds charged with rain 
Descend on the vales, still, in rivers, their course 
They will bend to that ocean that gave them their 

source. 
So my love, tho' towards Mends I have met 'twill 

oft bum. 
To that centre, my home, it will always return. 
Tho' the pleasures of home may be scattered at last. 
Like the sear'd leaves of autumn borne oiOf by the 

blast. 
There's a home that is better and brighter than this. 
Where no gloom will destroy or overshadow its bliss; 
Oh ! how sweet to reflect, when the world's stormtf 

are o'er. 
There's a haven of joy on eternit/s shore. 
Where our tempest-toss'd barks will be safe on its 

breast. 
And our heaits from life's troubles eternally rest, 

Teub happiness is not the growth of earth; 

The search is useless if you seek it there ; 
'Tis an exotic of celestial birth. 

And only blossoms in celestial air. 

Sweet plant of paradise ! its seed is sown 

In here and there a plant of heavenly mould ; 
It rises slow and buds, but ne'er was meant 
To blossom here — ^the climate is too cold. 
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Thebj: is a little flower that's found 
In almost every garden ground, 

'Tis lowly, but 'tis sweet ; 
And if its name express its power, 
A more invaluable flower 

Tou'U never never meet. 

No — ^not the wealth of Chili's mine. 
Dear floweret may compare with thine. 

For thee Fd give it all ! 
But if the wealthy will not bear 
Thy modest charms in their parterre. 

Grow 'neath my garden wall. 

I said in every garden ground; 
Perhaps in Eden 'twas not found. 

For there it was not wanted ; 
But soon as sin and sorrow came. 
Thy flower received its gladdening name, 

By mercy's angel planted. 

He took its azure from the sky : 
It is the hue o" constancy. 

And constant should our faith be ; 
With that he mingled splendid gold. 
To show that, if our faith we hold. 

We shall be crown'd with glory. 

Mary — ^if God within our bower. 
Should plant this lovely little flower, 

To tend it be our duty ; 
Then should there be a smile or tear, 
So it be mutual, it will rear. 

And maturate its \i^««te^% 
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PBOM THE OEBMAN OF KBUMMACHEB. 

The Angel of the flowers one day. 

Beneath a Eose-tree sleeping lay. 

That Spirit to whose charge is given 

To bathe young buds in dews from heaven ; 

Awakening from his light repose. 

The Angel whispered to the Eose, — 

"Oh fondest object of my care. 

Still fairest found where all are fair. 

For the sweet shade thou giv'st to me. 

Ask what thou wilt, ^tis granted thee '/' 

"Then^^ said the Bose, with deepened glow, 

"On me another grace bestow/' — 

The Spirit paused, in silent thought, 

"What grace was there that flower had not 1^^ 

'Twas but a moment — o'er the Eose 

A veil of moss the Angel throws. 

And, robed in nature's simplest weed, 

Could there a flower that Eose exceed ? 

What is it ? whence comes it ? this radiant thing, 
With eye of deep azure, and rainbow-dyed wing, 
With tresses of moonlight, a form of pure grace, 
A voice like the south wind, and seraph's bri^t fece? 
Doth she tarry with mortals, a fair cherished guest ? 
On our sin-stricken, woe-burdened earth doth she 
rest ? 

Or, fearing to soil those \m^ Nrin^s^ doth she fly 

" away from degraded laxxmamX;^'^ 



fc^' 
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dwelleth among us, our homesteads receive her, 
ugh with earth-clouded vision we fail to perceive 

her, 
there nathless is she, illuming, adorning, 
he meekness of twilight, the radiance of morning. 
' soul is all music, she lingereth where 
; harmonies float on the yielding air, 
I plaintive discords, like angels distrest, 
ke a marvellous chord in the human breast. 

loveth all nature — ^the bright and the gay ; 
loveth the wealth of a midsummer day ; 
peaceful sunshine that sleeps on the hills, 
I sprinkles with jewels a thousand riUs ; 
t steals thro' the lattice, and gilds the vane, 
I pours like a flood over meadow and plain ; 
t shrouds the far distance in golden mist, 
ile the vales into beauty and warmth are kissed. 

loveth all nature — the wild and the free ; 

loveth the spirit-toned voice of the sea, 
1 the clouds that fly madly before the breeze, 
1 the sound of the wind amongst forest trees ; 
1 mountain torrent, the rivulet small, 
1 the loud-roaring, dashing waterfall ; 
I northern aurora, the lightning and thunder, 
iting the awed heart with rapturous wonder. 

loveth all nature — ^the grand and sublime ; 
J mountain that standeth a land-mark for time, 
3cathed by his billows, unworn by his tides, 
bh sinews of granite in §tx^w^\s.^fcai^ -^Ijsj^^n 
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The time-matured avalanche mutely impending. 
Portentously calm — ^then in madness descending ; 
The raging volcano's long slumbering might. 
The earthquake's deep voice in the stillness of night. 

Nor alone in the mountains, and forests, and skies. 
The delight of the spirit of poetry lies ; 
Por man's varied destinies claim her care. 
And human affections her sympathy share ; 
She loveth the gentle, the humble, and pure. 
The heart that can silently, strongly endure ; 
With the truthftd and noble, the brave and the free. 
There dweUeth the spirit of poetry. 

€is Mmt m^m'n tliB Mutt is. 

'Tis home where'er the heart is ; 

Where'er its loved ones dwell. 
In cities or in cottages, 

Throng'd haunts or mossy dell : 
The heart's a rover ever. 

And thus on wave and wild. 
The maiden with her lover walks. 

The mother with her child. 

'Tis bright where'er the heart is ; 

Its fairy spells can bring 
Fresh fountains to the wilderness. 

And to the desert — spring. 
There are green isles in each ocean. 

O'er which affection ghdes ; 
And a haven on each rugged shore. 
When love's tTae sUi \)[i^\> ^\^^^. 
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'Tis free where'er the heart is ; 

Nor chain nor dungeon dim. 
May check the mind's aspirings. 

The spirit's pealing hynm ! 
The heart gives life its beauty. 

Its glory and its power, — 
'Tis sunlight to its rippling stream. 

And soft, dew to its flower. 



When shall we three meet again ? 
When shall we three meet again ? 
Oft shall glowing Hope retire. 
Oft shall wearied Love expire. 
Oft shall Death and sorrow reign. 
Ere we three shdl meet again ! 

Though in distant lands we sigh. 
Parched beneath a hostile sky ; 
Though the deep between us roUs, 
Priendship shall unite our souls ; 
Oft in fancy's rich domain. 
There shall we three meet again ! 

When around this youthful pine 
Moss shall creep, and ivy twine ; 
When these burnished locks are grey ; 
Thinned by many a toil spent day ; 
May this long-loved bower remain. 
Here may we three maet ^-^laisi. 
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Wlien the dream of life is fled, 
When its wasted lamp is dead ; 
When in cold obKvion's shade. 
Beauty, power, and wealth are laid ; 
Where immortal spirits reign ; 
There may we three meet again ! 

Too late I staid, forgive the crime. 
Unheeded flew the hours. 
For noiseless falls the foot of time 
That only treads on Mowers. 

What eye with clear account remarks 
The ebbing of the glass. 
When all its sands are diamond's sparks. 
That dazzle as they pass. 

Oh ! who to sober measurement . 
Time's happy swiftness brings. 
When birds of paradise have lent 
The plumage of their wings ? 
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Friend after friend departs 



8 



God might haye bade the earth bring forth 
Go, wing thy flight from star to star 
Go— you may call it madness, folly 
Green thou art, obscurely green . . 
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Harp of the winds ! What music may compare 

Higher, higher will we climb 

How beautiful is night 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be 



If ever you should come to Modena 

I haye heard the sages say 

I hear thee speak of the better land 

I made a footing in the wall 

I miss thee £rom my side 

I neyer cast a flower away 

I never was a favourite 

In the morning of life, when its cares are 

Is there a time when moments flow 

It is not that my lot is low 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 



My boy thou wilt dream the world 
Mysterious keeper of the key 

Night is the time for rest 
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is fair 
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